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Across the lawn the turkey and her brood,
A straggling group, wend to some restful spot,

Where no unfriendly footsteps may intrude;
The grassy courts already have forgot

The tennis player's laughter, and the air

Holds but night's love, night's joy and night's
despair.

She loved the outdoor sports. Of this period it has
been said:

And then grown taller with soft brown hair, she came to a
new town and made new friends; still romped and played and
danced; the best tennis player, the most tireless dancer, the most
daring rider. She always coveted for all young things the joys
that had been hers in those radiant childhood days.

She entered a school in Lexington known as "Mrs.
Higgin's School." There the pupils had been going
through longer sessions of better organized work than
she had had in the little country school at Woodlake, so
that she entered behind her grade. But as one of her
companions of those happy days relates:

It was a very short time before she caught up with and passed
us all and we were simply running to keep up with her. I remember
that she wore a tight little fur cap, her hair hanging loose, her
eyes the biggest part of her face. There were five of us that
were especially intimate, Lena, Mattie, Margaret, Madge, and I.1
The incident connected with our school work that comes to us all
most clearly is the writing of a composition, "The Story of a Pair of
Old Shoes." There is a distinct impression of the beauty of the ex-
pression such that after all these years it is still a vivid memory;
and the narrative was so appealing that every one in the classroom,
including the teacher, was reduced to tears. One year we had a

1 Mrs. John H. Flood, Mrs. Burris Jenkins, Mrs. Leonard G. Cox, Miss
Emily Barnes.